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About the title: 

Just as the Bell Tower at Tyler Junior College chimes on the quarter hour to mark the passage 

of time, it reminds students of the harmony which surrounds them in their educational pursuits. 
Music, dance, theatre, art, athletics, and academics blend to make Tyler Junior College a beacon 
to the community, the state, and the world at large. As the echoes of the chords filter through the 
oaks, their vibrations tremble far beyond the confines of the brick archways and winding walks 
where students gather. Tyler Junior College is a lofty tower of educational opportunity for students 
who have come from all parts of the world. The Bell Tower Arts Journal proudly hails the ac- 
complishments of its hallowed halls and beckons those who would seek both its traditions and the 
promise of tomorrow. 


~Judith Bateman, 2006 


Editorial Policy: 

The Bell Tower Arts Journal is sponsored by the Psi Gamma Chapter of Sigma Kappa Delta, the 
National English Honor Society. We accept submissions of poetry, short fiction, non-fiction essays, 
photography, and fine and graphic art by current Tyler Junior College students. We accept sub- 
missions for consideration only during the fall semester each year for possible publication in the 
subsequent spring semester. The Bell Tower Arts Journal is entirely student generated and seeks to 
provide a publishing venue for the rich artistic expression of TJC students. 


Our goal is to create a publication that is a high quality, content-rich source of literary and artis- 
tic expression on a wide range of topics and themes. Therefore, we seek unique, insightful work 
displaying vivid, lively language and artistic skill. 


All submissions must be the original work of the student writer or artist who submits it 

for consideration or publication. We do not accept previously published or plagiarized work. Every 
attempt is made by the editor to assure originality. All literary pieces will be submitted to turnitin. 
com for an originality report. However, it is ultimately the responsibility of each student to submit 
only his or her own literary and artistic work. 


Moreover, while we strongly support intellectual freedom as the right of every individual from all 
points of view, we do not accept work deemed pornographic, profane, exploitative, or that seeks to 
cause injury to an individual or group. 


Tyler Junior College gives equal consideration to all applicants for 
admission, employment and participation in its programs and activities without 
regard to race, creed, color, national origin, gender, age, marital status, disability or veteran status. 
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Up in the Mountains 
Bryan Diego ~ Tyler 
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A Craving for Salt 


I have this intense craving for salt. I can smell it now, even from 1,500 
miles away. I want to be where the salty ocean air is, and where my soul still 
remains. It’s been a while since I was there last, but I spent 18 years there and 
my soul holds within its every fiber a genetic makeup of the ocean. The waves 
have crashed and carved a crevasse in all my senses--touch, taste, smell, sight, and 
sound--which they claim as their permanent residence. 

I have this intense craving for salt. To drive down the Pacific Coast 
Highway with the smell of the salty air getting stronger with each inch I get 
closer to the shore. To jump into the sand and bury my feet as deep as they can 
and feel the warmth of white granules dancing between my toes. To see the open 
sands of Huntington Beach that stretch for miles clearly in either direction, 
completely unobstructed by hills, piers, or rock formations. 

It is a pure and joyful expanse. 

I yearn to run along the shores of Corona Del Mar again and discover 
tiny little sea friends that linger in the tide pools. I wish to observe their minute 
movements and minuscule lifestyles that are the poster child of chaotic, but 
celestial, harmony. I can see the blue waves rolling and crashing upon the shore. 
My eyes are hypnotized by their symphonic rhythms and become as marbles that 
reflect the swirls of the blue and white swells. The salty air permeates through my 
nose and into the innermost recesses of my lungs until they evolve into the very 
substance they breathe. 

Each movement carries a melodic tune. Every step and every breath I take 
is in perfect unity with the flow of the ocean waves; in and out; rise and fall; build 
and release. My breath increases the energy flow within me and washes away the 
blocked passageways of my heart. I am cleansed. 


I have this intense craving for salt. 


Angela Beutel 
Tyler 
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Thorn in my Side 


My sin crawls on your skin. 
Dripping with regret. 

Your eyes pierce me; I’ll never forget. 

Years have gone but I can’t let you go. 

The thorn in my side has left a hole. 
Love, the taste of pain drips through my sleeve. 
The memories whisper and they'll never leave. 

Regret flowing through my veins. 
Choking on secrets of the past. 

The wound in my back, youre to blame. 
This life traps and suffocates the pieces that are left. 
Dripping and rusting with regret. 
You’ve always bled through. 

Even when I didn’t want you to. 

You'll always be the thorn in my side. 
That love will never die. 

No matter how much I beg. 

T’ll love you till ’'m dead. 


Miranda Lydy 
Chandler 








OA Nap NS OM PPOT TATA SPRITE SLO TdEE SS OTs Lao 


1c 
~ 
c 
OSS 
ss 

a 
pS 
5 60 
uw O 

~ 
Peo = 
~ = = 
ao oO 
ea 
Os 
c 00 
S 
=e 
a 
— 





i 


J 
(rs 4 


Il Be Your Clown 


Pinch your cheeks 

and put color on your lips. 

Match the tone of your skin 

to the masks; be careful or it slips. 


Crack a plastic smile, 

painted on with wit. 

Keep your face neatly arranged, 
cigarette lit. 


Smoke and mirrors 
are all part of the show. 


Watch me now; 
let’s see how far I go. 


Mechanical and stiff, 
movements disguised by grace. 
Even a well-trained eye is fooled. 


Keep your laughter light; 
damn these high heels for height! 


Am I a robot now? 

My voice is monotone, 

Even when I say the perfect thing, 
somehow I’m still alone. 

I can’t find a reason, 

or find the perfect word. 

I say it all correctly, 

but it all just feels absurd. 





No one will remember 


my glittering visage. 
Raven hair turned white: the cause. 
Rusted limbs and bigger pills. 


Our decay means 

beauty was only skin deep. 

Pop a pill, one after another, 
keeping mind-numbing pain at bay. 


This was the only way. 


Dust to dust. 
Ashes to ashes. 
Now then I lay. 











Peace at Last 
Linda Solis ~ Tyler 
Digital Photography 
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Dreamers 


The sun shines out in golden glory that glistens on the ocean’s tide. : 


Each of us have our own story. You have yours and I have mine. 
The sun doesn’t care about our stories. 
It is the sun ... it shines. It is the sun ... it shines. 


The stars dazzle each uplifted eye with radiant, celestial gleams. 
Down below we work for more possessions, neglecting to live out our dreams. 
The stars don’t care about possessions. 

They are the stars ... they gleam. They are the stars ... they gleam. 


A well-lived life is paved with posies that intersect paths paved with pain. 
We have the choice to see the beauty or to focus on each scar, each stain. 
If we look too long at where we’ve fallen, we lose our chance to rise again. 


We lose our chance to rise again. 


The sun shines out in golden glory. The stars, up in the sky, they gleam. 
The light that lives in us glows brightest when we take our chance and live our dream: 
Dreams are nothing without us dreamers to breathe out the breath, the blood, the bone 
In to the dreams that wake and live and dream dreams of their own. 


The sun shines. 
The stars gleam. 
We are dreamers dreaming dreams. 


Sherry Towns 
Tyler 








Crimson 


The fence holds me back. 

Its barriers confine me and leave me with 

just enough room to breathe. 

My mind is blank. 

I can’t even remember my name anymore. 

The fence speaks to me. 

He reminds me of every fear and every flaw I have. 
Happiness isn’t a feeling anymore. 

It only exists in the alive human flesh. 

I’m dead. 

My tissue is rotten and black. 

The heart is still left with a hint of red. 

Red is the hope that still remains. 

Red is the hope that I’ll survive. 

It’s the fire inside of me that won’t back down. 

The fence gate fastens itself shut, leaving me secluded. 
I want to breathe again; I want to feel alive. 

But what if the burning of the dead flesh heals the fence? 
What if the burning slowly kills me, but is worth the pain? 
I run until I feel the piercing. 

The fence feeds off of my blood like an angry monster, 
and I feed off the negativity as if it’s my future. 


Spring Coleman 
Mineola 
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| Did it for Fun 
Makayla Mahloch ~ Tyler 
Acrylic Paint 
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Grumpy Cat 
Samantha Hale ~ Tyler 
Digital Photography 
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Sometimes 


Winter days were short then, as they are now. | as 
And if you knew where to look when you were in the backyard at | et 

you just might see the very last Christmas light on the string _ 7 

(it was golden-yellow then, as it is now) 


on the corner of the roof as it reawakened. 

I know - I really do know, you know; 

I know that things weren’t actually any better then than they are now 
Sometimes, our memories tell us that they were, but they weren't; 
Not really. 


But still, they’re nice to remember, sometimes. 



































Ralph the Maryonet 
Jonathon Scott ~ Whitehouse 


Mixed Media 













































To show me a my life cau be fend 
I had some money, I lost it. I had a home, now it’s gone. 
I had a husband, he wasn’t a good one. 

That’s why I’m singing alone. 


Why worry ‘bout what’s gonna happen? 
Why worry ‘bout what’s in the past? 
Sunshine and roses may come and may go, 


Even storm clouds and bad days don’t last. 


Weddings and ballgames get rained on. Houses get washed away. 
Still we have weddings and ballgames and houses. 
Still we'll have sun shining days. 





We may worry that something might happen. 
We may worry that something might not. 
But all of that worry won’t slow down, won’t hurry... 


In the end, we just get what we got. 


Why worry ‘bout what’s gonna happen? 
Why worry ‘bout what’s in the past? 


BE 


Sunshine and roses may come and may go, 


Even storm clouds and bad days don’t last. 


Our fears won’t make the sun brighter. Our fears won’t stem the tide. 
They won’t make the waves smaller. They won’t make the road softer, 
But they keep us from enjoying our ride. 

You know death? It’s never convenient. Each life has its limited span. 
We can reach for our dreams, or sit on our seams. 

I hope we all do the best that we can. 


Why worry ‘bout what’s gonna happen? 





poe Why worry ‘bout what’s in the past? 


Sunshine and roses may come and may go, 





Even storm clouds and bad days don’t last, don’t last... 
Even storm clouds and bad days don’t last. 





Sherry Towns 


Alone 


When you see the moon 
It should never be blurry, 
but overwhelming in detail. 
Every crevice, every mark illustrated, 
And you should realize 


We are not alone. 


Brayden Saulter 
Crandall 
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Oblivious 
Edgar Ramirez ~ Tyler 


Pen Ink and Graphite 
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Battlefield of Vicksburg 
Hillary White ~ Longview 
Digital Photography 
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May V 


No, we didn’t gain independence that day. 

No, not on the fifth, as summer lurches near. 

It was not until fall that we set the Castilians out, forty years before fe 
with their proper Spanish, Spanish silver, and ships made of Spanish timber. 
We set ourselves free forty years before the battle. 

The battle that we celebrate | 

our defense that ended in blood-soaked soil, 


Mexican soil, French blood in cruel, tragic marriage. 








Jay Bird Lake 


In a forest unexplored by man lays a lake. 

Early morning sees it fading into the sky, in the afternoon it is a hotspot for the forest’s local 
residents, and come nightfall, it is filled with shattered glass and the faint light of fireflies. The 
depths of the water are unknown except to the creatures who lurk underneath. Hidden secrets 
await their discovery while the rest of the ecosystem wishes to remain undisturbed. 

Above the lake, a small blue jay spreads its wings as wide as it can, jumps from its perch, and 
takes flight. Through the air, the little blue jay soars high and becomes one with the sky. Trees fly 
past the bright-winged bird before a shifting movement catches its eye. 

Swooping down, small talons dig into the furry, gray tail of a squirrel that squeaks frightenedly. 
The acorn the squirrel had been holding is thrown at its attacker, only for the blue bird to release 
the frizzed tail in favor of catching the nut midair. The blue-feathered bird lets out a triumphant 
chirp, but the squirrel makes advances toward its winged-assailant. Then, suddenly, another 
squirrel scurries down a branch to the first squirrel’s side. More rustling of leaves bring down 
another, and another, until there are four angry squirrels ready to pounce on the blue jay. 

Gripping the acorn tightly, tiny wings adjust to the wind which send the feathered body away from 
the tree and the frustrated squirrels. Angered chatter is left behind as the bird flies away with the 
acorn in hand. But in its hurried flight, it fails to notice that a larger pair of wings shifted to 

fly directly above. 

The unaware blue jay tweets a happy little tune when large metallic talons come into view, and 
it barely swings out of the way in time. An ear-deafening screech sounds; glancing up, the smaller 
bird locks eyes with a hawk, whose brown feathers reflect the evening sun rather harshly. Another 
screech is torn from the bird of prey as it once again dives for its soon-to-be-meal. A rather arrogant 
chirp escapes the blue bird as it easily glides to the side to avoid the attack. 

Riding the breeze upwards, the prey now soars high over the predator, then releases the acorn 
it held within its talons. Gravity's luck smiles upon the little blue jay and brings the projectile down 


into the enemy’s eye, which sends the hawk off course and crashing into the bushes below. And 


with its acquired victory, the blue jay rejoices... 











...As night falls throughout the woods and the residents take to their homes, the tiny blue 
bird flies amongst the stars and fireflies over an open field of flowers and streams. As the bird 
approaches the forest edge once more, a gleam in the moonlight catches its eyes. With a mind 
made up, the little bird flies nearer to the ground, looking left, and then right. The night 
grows unexpectedly quiet and cold. The field now mirroring a cemetery. 

And from the flowers burst forth a pair of jaws that sparkle silver and crimson. The air 
crackles like lightning in the space before the blue jay where the jaws snap shut. Startled out of 
its peace, the blue bird shoots upward into the air and heads off towards the forest in a panic. 
A huge, dark-furred creature pulls itself up on its paws and charges after the small bird. Trees, 
shrubbery, and other animals become a mere blur as the blue bird speeds past, desperately 
trying to escape a cruel fate. Red glowing eyes seem to close in on the small flying critter at an 
alarming rate. Ahead of the two, the lake is rapidly approaching. 

The behemoth behind upturns the earth under its feet, knocking down small trees in its 
path, and trampling any and all plant life. Glancing ahead, the blue jay could see the light of 
the moon dancing on the lake. And at the very last second before the tiny, little bird was over 
the water, a massive claw swipes at its tail feathers, yet it only hits air. Flying to the middle of 
the lake, the bird chirps a relieved chuckle at the monstrous form that still eerily lingers 
at the water’s edge. 

Then a piercing cry sounds from the heavens above. 

Icy, metallic talons rip into the little blue wings sickeningly. One singular beady yellow eye 
glares down at the terrified bird. The blue jay hopelessly falls towards the water, and yet, as it 
falls, the lake seems to reach up and cradle its descent. 

The star-splattered water accepts the free spirit that was once an adventurous little bird and 


adds its story to the many hidden secrets that are kept beneath the lake’s serene surface. 


Bailey Saulters 
Tyler 
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What Does “It? Mean? 


What does It mean? 
No, not the word “It” or what It stands for, 
but the question Itself. : 
What does It mean? 
To define It is tricky — 
the dictionary makes an attempt, 
but not a very good one. Not 
personal. 
To do It 
isn’t very hard. 
All you have to do is 
it. 
But the question still stands, 
as time flows throughout life, 


What does It mean? 





While I’m staring out of my window, 
with tears streaming down my face, 
I see rain lightly cascading 
from some far-off, secret place. 


Maybe the rain is a million teardrops, 
revealing God’s immeasurable pain, 
that people who were created to be so perfect 
are willing to hurt each other if there is something to gain. 


Maybe the rain is simply second chances, 
given to anyone who dances, 
who, instead of regretfully glances, 
decides to save their soul again. 


Maybe the rain is inspiration, 
reminding those who decide to sit and listen, 
to find the beauty in all things 


_and view life with admiration. 
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Quiet Place 


The sun was just peeking up over the horizon when I quietly slipped out of my grandma’s house. The 
humid heat was already suffocating, even as cool autumn breezes were trying to bring the change of seasons. I 
made my way across the dewy grass; the sound of my feet squishing against the earth was the only sound to be 
heard, until I made it to the horse barn. Once I entered the old barn, it came alive with the sounds of horses 
just waking up, shuffling in their stalls and snorting out of their noses. The smell of their sweet feed and hay 
filled my nose as they expectantly neighed at me, awaiting breakfast. I smiled with assurance as I promised, 

“T cannot feed you right now. I will be back soon, though.” Not waiting for their approval, I jumped onto the 
bright yellow four-wheeler resting nearby and gently twisted the ignition key. It took two tries before the old 
beast woke up underneath me with a low growl. Soon, we were sprinting across the pasture, racing the sun, | 
and laughing with glee at the folly of even thinking we could win. 

A vibrant, green wall loomed before me and I came to a stop. My race was immediately abandoned as I 
quieted the beast and jumped off. The large shrubs seemed solid and intimidating as they stood before me, but 
I knew better. At the far end of the hedge, near the rusted fence, a small hole was barely visible. This hol- : 
low had been created long ago by a terrified, feral hog in its haste to escape the bullets of my cousin’s rifle. I 
bent down on my hands and knees and began to crawl through the shrubbery porthole. The protective plants 
grabbed at me as I passed, trying to prevent my entrance. The further I crawled, the dewy grass cooled my 
fingers and dampened my jeans. As I emerged on the other side, the almost perfect circle of shrubs waved their 
welcome at the prompting of a cool breeze. The tang of freshly fallen leaves tickled my nose as the little stream 
nearby ignored my arrival and babbled on about its day to the rising sun. A grin graced my face as I wandered 
lazily through the small hidden garden. An enormous, old pecan tree reached for the sun; its twisted trunk 
resembling an old, cane-assisted man’s gnarled back. I sat underneath the tree’s bountiful boughs; amongst the 
snake-like roots that broke free of the earth and trailed along the ground to search for water. Absentmindedly, 
I picked up pecans and unshelled the hard armor to eat the bittersweet surprise inside. 

My attention went back to the stream as another cool breeze swept through the garden, causing the old tree — 
behind me to groan. It was a small stream, barely there and almost invisible if you were not looking for itl 
have never drunk from this stream, which some may think is strange, since I eat pecans from the ground. 
But, this little stream is fed from the horses’ water bucket on the other side of the shrubs. 

The sun had climbed higher, as if to show its support in the battle between the autumn wind and the sum- : 
mer heat. I leaned farther back against the tree, trying to hide from the suffocating heat above me. The distant : 
hum of another four-wheeler coming broke me out of my trance, and reminded me that I had work to do, I | 
slowly stood, letting out a longing sigh as I walked back toward the little hole in the shrubs. Before climbing 
through, I looked back one last time; the small hidden garden seemed undisturbed and untouched from the | 
outside world, like a piece of heaven for only my eyes. With one last smile, I left my hidden garden to 


go start my day. 
Noel Lovett 
Mineola 











You break my heart time and time again. 
While claiming you only want to be friends. 
It’s so easy to see. : 

You don’t want me. 

Why do I try? 

_ When we know it’s a lie. 
I'll always be trash. 

And hide behind a mask. 

I'll never be good enough for you. 

You'll use me ‘till you’re through. 

Break my heart ‘till it’s black and blue. 

And Ill let you do it, because I love you. 
Time slowly slips away, 

Pain fills my veins with sorrow. 

All the things never said. 

Whispers in my head. 

Time, I hate how slowly you kill me. 

I hate how you suffocate me of promises I never see. 

Trapped in dreams never meant to be. 
Heart aching. 

Hands shaking. 
Every fiber dies. 

As I say my goodbyes. 
I'll miss you so. 

But you have to go. 

And you don’t see 
You're the only cure. 

Break my heart ‘till it’s black and blue. 

And I'll let you do it, because I love you. 


| Mirandalydy 
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Acrylic Paint, Round Media, Stencil 
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Taylor 


Could not think of anything to say, 
especially when we got the news. 
Entire worlds changed in one day. 

I guess it’s the path he had to choose. 
Always taken’ his life for granted. 

Did he take his life out of anger? 
Maybe he felt like he’d been abandoned. 
Should’ve, could’ve, would’ve, been his anchor. 
Don’t go a day not thinking about him. 
Always thinking how it could’ve been. 
Tragedy striking my life grim. 

Try to forget, and spread myself thin. 
Now I’m stuck waiting for you, 

But in the meantime, I’m left without a clue. 


Ragan Henderson 
Lewisville 





I’ve Stared Death In The Eyes And Her Eyes Are Brown 


e stand like soldiers in our lost wedding gowns and chapel attire. 
To think that every inch that I traveled for you 
was just a wasted mile. 


Memories of the smiles, 
_ those sunny glows reflecting off your sweet shoulders 
that your oh-so-dear hair bowed over. 


Driving through that town, grey skies, 
I feel the cold air whipping as those light rays die. 
The peace in screaming, tensions rise high. 


As I wait for the right time. 


Memories of the long nights, 
_ I don’t mind losing sleep, 

increasing yawns, 

or staying up until dawn, 

but now you’ve moved on. 


My hand or his? 
Does it feel the same? 
That lover’s first kiss? 
I think things through daily and I pray that I am not the only one in pain. 
I'd wipe your tears of all the fears of the ones you had to blame, 
and carry the shame on my back for all the while, 
just to keep you in a smile. 


Td go to battle, 
be your knight in shining armor for just five minutes, 
and I’d still wish there was not a time limit. 








“Now I sit alone, 
breeding thoughts of you, 
offering misery my body as a home. 


Now my reflections are no longer my own, 
and my ghost has wandered away from home, 
and the warmth of your presence has grown cold. 


Maybe you just don’t see what I see. 
Maybe to you there was no future, 


no family. 


Maybe once again my overthinking has got the best of me, 


or maybe my darkest dreams can’t stop running free, 


for some sort of reprieve. 


Maybe in some juxtaposed reality 

where these memories could have meaning, 

I could have been stronger, 

and I could have made you hold on just a bit longer. 
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Rex Superbia Fumi 


Oh, radiant emerald plates and snowy diamonds most cutting 
Thou lie tribute, fronds entwined, in reverence for thy ruler most high. 


| lh, glistening hazel waters, splendid treasure that transcendeth thy inception 
Thou provideth succor to thy righteous king and thirsting country. 


Oh, stoic and hearty lord, whom endured bellowing smoke and licking flames 
Thy grand reign absolute, made sweeter by the fumes of its callusing trial. 
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Fool’s Happiness 
Megan Gray ~ Lindale 
Acrylic Paint 
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Clouded Ocean 
Mikayla Watson ~ Flint 
Acrylic Paint 
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Boat and Shore 
(Dedicated to Debra Kay Sherman) 


Can’t help but to feel you always here with me. 
The love I have for you, I know, will last forever. 
This warmth, an unexplained endeavor. 

Still in the shadows you follow, 

watching protectively over my shoulder. 


Still break down when memories of you crash against my boat. 

Safe to say, since you’re partially responsible, 

you're one of the reasons I haven’t sunk, why I’m still afloat. 

At times flashbacks flood every particle of my brain 

shutting off all the senses. At that moment I bring on the rain. 

Find myself debating whether this grief, this guilt, is driving me insane. 


Close the gates and overflow the well-worn brain. 

Drown the sanities; a brief wish for grief to be unclaimed. 
Relinquish the tides surrounding emotion. 

Drain the plot, the flash and trigger, into the depths of the ocean. 


I need, I struggle, to anchor this vessel, to set a course toward a destination. 
With me I carry a powerful tool known as determination. 
Drifting with the waves, confident one day I’ll land ashore. 

_ Then you'll show me a brand new world to explore. 





Christopher 











Jellybean Parade 
Megan Gray ~ Lindale 
Acrylic Paint 
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Ode to Sunlight 


Dearest Sunlight, 

I’ve missed you so. 

Such destitution I feel without your warm kiss 
pressed gently against my face 

accompanied by thy soothing breath. 

Daily, I long for your touch to 

spark hope into my empty soul 

and give way to a newly found light. 

I am comforted at the sight of 

your glowing, effervescent smile shining down on me. 
My happiness is short-lived, for nothing lasts forever. 
Soon you must go and I will miss you ever more. 

I cherish each moment spent in your brilliance 

and thank you for every peaceful embrace. 

Until next time, my dear Sunlight. 


_ Angela Beutel 
























Chaotic Wind 
Mikayla Watson ~ Flint 
Acrylic Paint 
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| Think of Fall 


When I think of fall 

I see warm oranges, brilliant yellows 
I see stark reds, deep, dark browns 
Scattered amongst resilient meadows 


I see torches standing four stories tall 
Burning through rainy, gray days 
Warning us of the coming winter 
Warming us through crisp, cold fall 


Through the woodlands, whispering winds wander 
Rain coats, jackets, two shirts under 
Winter is a death bed with its freezing white blankets 


Autumn is transcendent, Nature’s not dead yet. 
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I'm not going 


ne OH to make a scene. 


( Yeah Mike? 

i : Yes you will. 

fj you always do, 
% | 
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Please don't 
make a scene, 


ly 


{ 
| 


q 





Ok yes, that's true, but mos 
ofthe time you do, So can you 
be normal this time? 


Remember you two, You're supposed tobe ~ 
7, inlove with each other, so lwanna see some passion| 
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Owl 


Sara Voorheese ~ Van 
Acrylic Paint, Notebook Paper, Lace 
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Silver Eye in the Sky 


Oh, silver eye in the sky. 
The way you illuminate the darkness with your silvery presence, 
takes the breath of every creature that hides within the night. 
You make it impossible for us to be lost within the shadows and 


allow us to find our way back home. 


Oh, silver eye in the sky. 
Why must you be such a mystery? 
The way you loom over us, we can see such fine detail, but your 


puppeteering ways of gravity and of humanity are much too complicated to tell. 


What secrets of life do you hold, with the way that you can see the entirety of the world all at 


once? 


Oh, silver eye in the sky. 
Why must you be so close, but so far away? 
The way you deceive us into believing we could just reach out and touch you 
is much too evil. And while the only other celestial body we can see is the Sun, 
we know that if we touch it, we will be burned. Why must you taunt us with your 


cooling presence? 


Oh, silver eye in the sky. 
You bring me hope. You represent isolation, magnificence, and beauty. 
You can be seen by everyone, but no one can touch you. You are an excuse 
for the way people live and act, and even blamed for people not being able to sleep 


at night. You have so much to give to the world, but are never appreciated in return. 


But, in spite of all that, you’re beautiful, radiant, and no one can take their eyes off of you. 


Oh, silver eye in the sky. 
You will always be appreciated, respected, and admired by people like me. 


Chloe Powell 
Troup 
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Pinky Promi$e 
Jose Vazques ~ Tyler 
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The Bell Tower Arts Journal 2019 
Dedication 


he Bell Tower Arts Journal celebrates 
1. humanities at our beloved institution, 
and throughout the years, it has promoted very 
special achievements by the College community. 
It has brought to life in a most powerful way 
literacy and the arts. The journal is a cornerstone 
for great works, capturing precious moments 
and allowing the authors and creators of such to 
tell a story, and most importantly, to tell their 
story. Therefore, while as an institution we are 
living through record enrollment growth, we are 
fortunate that our educational leaders continue 
to make time to meet, at the individual level, 
that one person, who courageously expresses his 
or her self through the arts. Our institution is 
the better because we are still interested in that 
one story or poem, or that one photograph or art 
piece, and how together we value and recognize 
the courageous students and members of the 


faculty and staff. 





Our institution therefore honors and celebrates 
your stellar leadership, Dr. L. Michael Metke, as our beloved Chancellor, and we thank 
you for the legacy that you have created by being steadfast to the values that you hold dear. 
The students, faculty, staff, and administration of Tyler Junior College wish you continued 
blessings and happiness, and wish for you to know that you will always be remembered. 


Therefore, on behalf of everyone who believes in The Bell Tower Arts Journal, the 2019 
edition is dedicated to our Chancellor, Dr. L. Michael Metke, as a symbol of admiration, 


appreciation, and gratefulness. 


God Speed Chancellor, 
Juan E. Mejia, President for Branch Locations & District Provost 
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